and pen a lengthy piece of writing, as demanded by a novel. Another fac tor against a novel is that poetry, music, and drama can be shared with many other people at the same time. But a novel can only be read alone. I suppose it's the black man's gregarious instinct to share the bitter and the sweet, or as one black sage once said, "A sorrow shared is a sorrow lessened, and a joy shared is a joy increased a hundredfold."
Now why do black poets in South Africa write in English if they are proud of their culture? I will quickly point out that I write in EngUsh and Zulu, as I have said before. But the answer to this question I have given already. I will only amplify it by saying that the EngUsh that we use in our poetry is not the Queen's language that you know as written by, say, Words worth and Coleridge.
It is the language of urgency which we use because we have an urgent message to deliver to any one who cares to Usten to it.
We have not got the time to embellish this urgent message with unneces sary and cumbersome ornaments Uke rhyme, iambic pentameter, abstract figures of speech, and an ornate and lofty style. We will indulge in these luxuries which we can ill afford at the moment when we are free people.
Only then shall we write about bees, birds, and flowers. Not the harsh reali ties that are part and parcel of black man's Ufe. 
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